SCENE vi                       PART SECOND                               j?9

After many breaks and halts, during which heavy rains spread their gauzes
over the scene, the roofs and houses of Munich disclose themselves, suggest-
ing the tesserse of an irregular mosaic. A long stop is made here.

The tedious advance continues. Vine-circled Stuttgart, fiat Carlsnihe,
the winding Rhine, storky Strassburg, pass in panorama beneath us as the
procession is followed. With Nancy and Bar-le-Duc sliding along, the
scenes begin to assume a French character, and soon we perceive Chalons
and ancient Rheims. The last day of the journey has dawned. Our vision
flits ahead of the cortege to Courcelles, a little place which must be passed
through before Soissons is reached. Here the point of sight descends to
earth, and the Dumb Show ends.

SCENE VI
COURCELLES
It is now seen to be a quiet roadside village, with a humble church in its
midst, opposite to which stands an inn, the highway passing between them.
Rain is still falling heavily. Not a soul is visible anywhere.
Enter from the west a plain, lonely carriage, travelling in a direction to
meet the file of coaches that we have watched. It stops near the inn, and
two men muffled in cloaks alight by the door away from the hostel and
towards the church, as if they wished to avoid observation. Their faces are
those of NAPOLEON and MURAT his brother-in-law. Crossing the road
through the mud and rain they stand in the church porch, and watch the
descending drifts.
NAPOLEON (stamping an impatient tattoo)
One gets more chilly in a wet MaVch than in a dry, however
cold, the devil if he don't! What time do you make it now ?
That clock doesn't go.
MURAT (drily, looking at his watch)
Yes, it does ; and it is right. If clocks were to go as fast as
your wishes just now it would be awkward for the rest of the
world.
NAPOLEON (chuckling good-humouredly)
How we have dished the Soissons folk, with their pavilions,
and purple and gold hangings for bride and bridegroom to meet
in, and stately ceremonial to match, and their thousands looking
on ! Here we are where there's nobody. Ha, ha!
MURAT
But why should they be dished, sire? The pavilions and
ceremonie^ were by your own orders.                                          , i